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and I'm not the man to throw my money down
a well."

He moves youthfully about the room as though
looking for something., and then goes out. Juha,
too, gels up and leaves and is not in the least
downcast. But he no longer has the courage to
go through the kitchen. He sidles out through
the big porch, whose many small window-panes
set up an angry tinkle when he opens the door.
When he has crossed the yard and reached the
road5 he feels free and safe again. What a long
walk he seems to be taking this evening. The
air has cooled and become suffused with a faint
glow after the long, happy day.

The ear is on the corn in the villages, and
when he is in the woods again, the grass-tufted
ground smells moist.    On such a ramble even
the most miserable human being cannot keep his
thoughts   fixed   wholly   on   everyday   matters.
Juha does not think of the coming week's labours;
he even forgets to think about the horse.  Around
him hovers the glamorous mood of a calm summer
night, in which tiny memories of remote inci-
dents on the path of his life seem to be embedded.
An unnatural presentiment of happiness casts its
deceptive spell over him.   At home, sleep reigns
in the living-room; Ville, too, has found rest on
his ragged couch*   Riina half wakes up when
Juha stretches himself out beside her, but falls